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Tbehijlcry 

Frå.Faith tell mc now in earneft, how camc Falftalffs fworr) 
fohackt? 

Fete. Why,he hackt it with his dagger,and faid hcc woulde 
fwcarc truth out of England, but hee would make you beleeue 
it was done in fight,and perfwaded vs to do tbe like. 

Bar. Yea,and to ticklc our nofes with fpearegraffe, to make 
thembleed, and thentobeflubberourgarments with it, and 
fvveare it was the bloodof true men. I did that I did notthis fe. 
uen yeare before,lblufht to heare his monftrous deuices. 

Prn.Ovillaine, thouftoleft a cup ofSacke cighteene yeares 
ago, and vvert taken with the maner, and euer fince thou haft 
blufht extempore,thou hadft fire and fword on thy fidc, and yet 
thou ranft away,what inftindt hadft thou for it i 

BarMy Lord do you fee thefe mcteors^do you bchold thefe 
exhalations^ Trm. I do. 

B ar. What thinkc you they poitend i 

'Pri». Hot liuers,and coldpurfes. * ,v, 

5<«r.Choler,my Lord,ifrightly taken, ' > 

Enter Falftaljfe, 

Pr/».No ifi ightly taken halter.Hcre commes leane iacke.here 
commesbarc bone: how nowmy fweete creature ofbmnbaft, 
how long ift ago iackc fince thou faweft thine owne knee? 

Fal.My owne knee,wheh I wasabout thy yeares(Hall)I was 
notanEaglestalcntinthe wafte, lcould hauecreptintoanie 
Aldermansthumbe ringta plagueoffighing and grief,it blowes 
a man vp like a bladder. Thers villainous newcs abroade, heere 
was fir Iohn Bracy from your father: you muft to the court iu 
the morning. That fame mad féllow ofthe North Percie, and 
heofWales that gaue Amaraon the baftinado,ahdmade Luci- 
fer cuckold,and fwore the diuel his true liegeman vpo the croflé 
ofa Welfh hooke: what a plague call you himf 

Poyties. O Glendowcr. 

Falfl. Owen, Owen,the fame, andhisfonneinlawe Morti- 
mcr, andolde Norrhumberland, and that fprightly Scot of 
Scottes, Dowglas, that runnes a horfebacke vp a hillperpcndi- 
cular. 

Pr/».Hethat rides athighlpeede, and With hispiftoll killes a 
ft>arrow flying. 
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Falfl. Youhauehitic. 

Pri». So did he neuer the fparrow* 

Fal. Welljthat ralcall hath good mcttallm him, hee will not 

Pri». Why, what a ralcall art thou then, to praile him lo fot 

^ g A horfebackc(ye cuckoe)but a foote hee will not budge 

afoote. 

Pri», Yeslacke.vpon inftinct. 

Fulfl. I grant ye vpon inftinét: well hee is there to, and onc 
Mordacke,and a thoufand blew caps more. Worcefter is ftolne 
away to night, thy fathers beard is tutnd white with the newes, 
you may buyland now ascheape as ftinking Mackrel. 

Pri», Why then, it is like if there comc å hote Iune, and this 
ciuillbuffeting hold,we Ihall buy maidenheads as they buy hob 
nailes,by the hundreds. _ , i 

Falfl. By the mafie ladthou faieft true ,it is like wee lhall haue 
good trading that way: but tell mee Hall, art not thou horrible 
afe arde? thou bcing heirc apparant , could the world picke the» 
out thrce fuch cnemies againe? as that fiend Dowglas, that fpi- 
rit Percy.and that diuel Glendower,att thou not horribly afraid? 
doth not thy bloud thril at its* 

Pri». Not a whit ifaith,I lacke forne of thy inftinét. 

Falfl . Well thou wiltbeehorribliechidde to morrowe when 
thou ccmmeft to thy father, if thou louemee praåifcan aun- 

fwere. ; , 

<Pn», Do thou ftand for my father and exanune me vpon the 
particularsofmylifé. 

Falfl. Shall Ijcontent. This chaire fnall be my ftate, this dag- 
germy fcepter,and this eufhion my crowne. 

rprin. Thy ftate is taken for a ioynd ftoole,thy golden fcepter 
for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crowne for a pitcifull 
bald crowne, 

Falfl. Well, and thefire of grace bee not quite out of thee 
nowe (halt thou be mooued. Giue me a cup of Sacke to make 
my eyes lookc redde, that itmaiebeethpught Ihauewept, 
for I muft fpeake in paflion j and I will doe it in king Cambifes 
vaine. 
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